THE MIRRORS OF WASHINGTON

that he was not a Democrat, a supporter of
McAdoo complained bitterly to me, " Confound
him! He has a genius for self-advertising. He is
not half the man McAdoo is. He hasn't McAdoo's
courage, optimism, force, or general statesmanship;
but he has this infernal talent for getting himself
in the papers. There is not much to him but press
agenting; but how can you beat that? "

But though his own name has come to count
for more than the causes he represents, so that
the best way to obtain aid is to ask for it with
"Hoover" in big letters and with the suffering
children of Central Europe in small letters, still he
remains only a name to the American people.
They know that he always wears a blue suit of
clothes cut on an invariable model, which he
adopted years ago. They know that he worked his
way through college as a waiter. They know that
he grew rich as a mining engineer in the East.
That is all. They think of him as a symbol of
efficiency, as one who may save their money, as
one who may find markets for them and develop
their trade, as one who may help che world upon
its feet again after the War, as a superman, if you
will; but not as a man, not as a human being.

All his advertising has made him appeal to the